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XVIII
ALL IS FLEETING (Ibid., 145.)
DAYS and nights go speeding past;
Life itself doth pass away ; As the river rushing fast,
Men hasten by, and may not stay ! Though they would its sting ignore, Fools the doom of sin endure : Retribution cometh sure !
XIX
A MEMENTO MORI* (Ibid., 151.)
SEE Kali trussed for burial, loathsome sight! Clumsy and huge she lies, the crow-black trull : Broken her limbs, and from her broken skull The clotted brain like curd comes oozing white. Such, such is mortal woman !   Ponder thou
The ghastly wreckage of mortality; For loving such men are reborn, I trow,
From misery to endless misery !
* My excuse for including this very horrible poem is that this practice of gazing at dead bodies and skeletons till disgust arises and detachment from the world follows, is still in use in Buddhist lands. There are other Buddhist poems much more offensive than this.